STRANGE  INTERLUDE

It's all right.

(He appears in the doorway, grinning bashfully.)
It's me - I, I mean - Miss Leeds told me to come in here.

(He stretches out his hand awkwardly!)
Guess you don't remember me, Mr. Marsden. Miss Leeds
introduced us one day at the hospital. You were leaving just
as I came in. Evans is my name.

MARSDEN

(Who has been regarding him with waning resenU
ment, forces a cordial smile and shakes hands,)

Oh, yes. At first I couldn't place you.

EVANS

(Awkwardly.)
I sort of feel I'm butting in.

MARSDEN

(Beginning to be taken by his likable boyish quality.)
Not at all. Sit down.

(He sits in the rocker at centre as Evans goes to the
bench at right.)

(Evans sits uncomfortably hunched forward', twid-
dling his hat in his hands. He is above the
medium height, very blond, with guileless, diffi-
dent blue eyes, his figure inclined to immature
lumbering outlines. His face is fresh and red-
cheeked, handsome in a boyish fashion. His
manner is bashful with women or older men,
coltishly playful with his friends. There is a
lack of self-confidence,a lost and strayed appeal-

51